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OVERTURE. 
I who am not mine own but all the world's, 
Whether or star or glow.orm God has loosed 
To light a pleasant, June rose-garden flushed 
And green and full of lutes; a lamp within 
The rose: or silver planet making choir 
With constellations of the flashing heights: 
Shine, thus loosed, on the greening ways of 
earth. 
Light yoursnot mine, since God has given it. 



2 The Hamadracl. 

THE HAMADRYAD. 

The shepherd, Rhaicos, coming rom the meads, 
The river-lawns where fed his snow-white sheep; 
Stretching his length beneath a mossy oak, 
Played, in the shade, upon his sylvan pipe 
Tuneful to the hushed bird amid the boughs 
That over-hung the bright-grass and wild flowo 
el-$ 
Now let a golden sunbeam slip! and now 
A glim-pse of blue sky shine! Idle, he played, 
Till looking upah, happy youth! what saw 
lie by his side, upon the smooth, starred moss? 
 Nymph, a maid divine! if those white limbs, 
The wild-rose lip, and deep, soft fall of hair, 
Bespoke immortal race! The polished leaf 
Of oak, and acorns garlanded her brow, 



Of forest green and grey her succinct robe; 
.And o'er her head a glittering, humming swarm, 
On gauzy wing, of golden bees circled 
.And flitted: woodland odors breathed from her. 
Smiling, she gazed upon the xvo.ndcring youth! 
But as he, b@like, longed to pluck the rose, 
[And trembled and glowed towards hershe was 
gone ! 
nd but the pressure of her dainty foot, 
Upon the moss, remained to tell of her! 
Unhappy Rhaicos! while the slow dial passed 
From shine to shade; and oped and closed the 
flowers! 
Until the gods, with kindness looking dovn 
From higher splendor, would befriend the youth" 
_And one warm-breathing summer noon, be- 
neath 
The branching oak, lie spied the umvilling fair; 
Her white feet 'mid lush grass and lilies blown; 
And eagerness o'ercoming axve and dread 
Born ot her beauty, wooed her with soft words 



The Hamacl'yad. 5 
Or gaze into eyes that look back their love--- 
As I look deep now into dear blue depths! 
O wilt thou love n:e? vilt thou even kiss? 
Sweet, with thy promise make me as the gods !" 
"Shepherd, and xvilt renounce sxveet mortal love. 
That runs through changing seasons, from blytle 
Iay, 
Then summer, last autumnal days that end 
Where lie the daisies, for my kiss ? ne'er sue 
A maid? bethink thee ere thou askest love. 
Pure must the tie be that shall bind our hearts! 
And dread the doom befalls inconstancy!" 
"By Zeus and twinkling stars of heaven, I swear 
No life to have save what thy lips shall give; 
I-y heart held captive by thy sungilt locks 
Where summer lingers warm to kisses prest. 
Nay, fear not! be mine ovn as I am thine !" 
Swift came his vows! she harkened, for what 
maid 
Denies belief when tars and sighs prove love ? 



6 The Hamadryad. 

And sank her blushing head upon his breast, 
And o'er them, happy, in the breezy ways 
The rosy Hours fluttered their light wings. 
A di'al of flowers marked their perfect days. 
Like sunshine through the veins her prescce 
was, 
Or as the blowing" of the south wnd sweet 
From fleecy April cloud o'er fields of flowers: 
nd bounteous lfe and beauty were her gifts, 
And gracious blesses Nature's self bestows. 
Thus exiled, .earth-born hearts desire a love 
]3eyond Youth's first shy stars: draw heaven 
dowrl, 
As slipped divinity from sparkling mists 
Before the shepherd startled unaware 
By rose-bloom, dazzling wire of locks bespread, 
A glory floating 'tween her foot and earth 
Else 'twas the crocus on the greensward sprung 
Idalian Aphrodite, runs the tale. 
They met at sunset, when the daffodil sky 
A throbbing star held, and the woods were still, 



The Hamadrlrad. 7 
And balm-clews dropped from leafy branch and 
spray: 
And "Love," she said, at parting, "Do not push 
Thy bride from thy thoughts when dost leave my 
side. 
Wait, Rhaicos! wait--or thou shall't lose thy 
kiss! 
Think then how lonely I await thee here, 
When woods are dim; and come to-morrow eve, 
An hour before the love-star lights the sky." 
She spoke, nor turned axvay from his embrace, 
That fond and faithful, stilled her gentle sighs. 
Ah! luckless shepherd! be,'.er hadst thou ne'er 
Known Music's charm, and silver-dropping 
shoxvers ! 
For skilled was Rhacos both with reed and 
song; 
And 'mid his comrades iald along the sward, 
Fach flower-crowned and friendlv-cmulous, 
He knew not when the tw;;ight hour drew near, 
Nor saw the windy peaks flushed by the sun 
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The green aisles of the distant, recessed woo(Is! 
Then looking up Rhaicos saw the sweet star 
Set in the blue of heaven; and his heart 
Divining her despairing cry, he turned, 
Stumbling with hasty footsteps through the fern, 
And ran through green glooms of the forest 
glades, 
Forded the runnel trickling through wood-ways, 
And found the oak--the hoary trunk lay prone, 
With vine and havthorn uptorn by its fall 
And shattered branches strewn upon the sod: 
Felled bv no wind that ever blew from heaven. 
Nor answered gentle accents to his calls: 
Nor light and life revisited his eyes! 



The Daisr. 

THE DAISY. 

Opest a golden eye in each white field, 
Sweet, simple flower!blossom by the way! 
No fragrance to the rifling breeze dost yiel(l, 
As doth the opulent rose, but to the May 
Thy pearled leaf is dear! and starry head, 
Fed by clear dews, and sun, and ambient air; 
O'er the bright grass, in dazzling blossom spread, 
When all the fields with buds and sprays are 
fair ! 

A white lamb that adown the valleys strays, 
Folded 'mid lilies by the crystal stream; 
A ship upon a faery main, sea-ways, 
Afloat; a star of evening dost thou seem! 



MUSIC. 

Thy hand is on the harp-strings, and thy voice, 
A silver fountain of pure melody, 
Rises in sunny joy, in rapture free! 

What whispers from the past breathe o'er the 
strings ? 
Magical odors, and an April breath 
From green fields where a lost breeze wander- 
eth? 

Blue skies and silver leaf and bloo.m and scent 
With thy tones mingle; and a joy as shy 
As one faint violet lone 'neath the sky. 

Until thy voice sinks with a twilight sadness: 
In the dina distance, memories steal, unheard: 
In the grey dawning, pipes a wakening bird. 



Music. 

Thy voice leaps like a fountain, sparkling bright! 
Then like a white swan on a winding river, 
It solemn drifts, slow-singing, chanting ever! 

Unto my soul it speaks of bygone things, 
Of vague hope, of a splendor yet unknown, 
Of din airs from a wasted planet blown. 

Like Hebe, drops of nectar-fire thou pourest; 
Till frame we golden ladders to the sky" 
\Ve drink and, god-like, think we shall not die! 

Now, dropping from the skies, a songful bird, 
Content, thou singest, with old fields and bowers, 
The green grass, and the simple daisy flowers. 
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NARCISSUS. 

Beside a little stream, upon whose tide 
The primrose trembled--crown and lovely 
leaves 
Glassed in its crystal--on the dexvy sward, 
'Midst budding flowers, knelt the youth, and 
gazed, 
Fondly, upon the lucid wave that gave 
Back to his longing eyes, the image bright 
Of white brow, golden locks fallen upon 
His shoulders clear, the rose and lily of 
His cheek, and amorous, flower-like mouth. n- 
tent 
Upon that vision fair, he let slip by 
Each rosy hour from daxvn to eve. A bird 
I'pon a nearby spray lighted and sang, 



Warbling and fluttering in the light breeze 'mid 
White-flower buds: a golden butterfly 
Darted above, with eyed xvings spread: the rose 
Oped wide, in fragrance, to the hovering bee 
Murmuring in her amber cells: and through 
The silver stream, the flitting fish winnowed 
The current bright: but all unheeding, gazed 
Love-lorn Narcissus on th'at beauty fair, 
Wave-born; and oped his lips, in sad lamentu 
"0 vhether nymph of the clear stream, with locks 
Pearl-braided, lily-croxvned, who from thy deeps 
And grotto cold, arisest to the marge; 
Leaving thy lilies for these pastoral flowers! 
Or bride of the Sea-God strayed from th-e wave, 
The glittering foam, and white flocks of the 
deep, 
And plunging dolphins! Amphitrite art : 
Have pity on my love and sighs; and on 
My constancy that holds me here, forlorn; 
Afar from shepherd life. Sweetest, forsake 
Thy brimming wave for this fair, flowered lea! 



l 

TIME. 

A radiant child that o'er the blossomy lawn 
Wanders, a playmate of light shade, and wind, 
Of golden bee, and wild bird hymning dawn; 
Plucking sweet flovers, with a changeful mind! 
Pure violet, and lilies, golden leaf, 
Crocus aflame, all buds the butterfly 
(uivers above: sudden! beyon:l belief 
The sunshine fades between far boughs! tlm sky 
Is lost, and gloom the forest arches wild, 
Dense, silent, desolate in reedy deep! 
Night falls through dusk of ancient boughs. The 
child, 
Frighted and lost, drops its bright flowers, to 
weep! 
They die, and fade away like magic mist, 
Rose, beryl, sapphirine, and amethyst! 



Remembrance. 

REMEMBRANCE. 

Like halcyons, drifting en a spangled wave 
Reflecting serene skies, whose bright wings lave 
In liquid pearl, and lovely necks entwine" 
So thoughts ef thee on memory's dark sea shine, 
And only come upon a quiet deep, 
With floating flover branch, and winds asleep 
With influence mild, and starry mystery, 
And soft reflections in the dreaming sea! 



20 Prologue. 

PROLOGUE. 

With chaplets of myrtle, and of the rose, 
My brows are bound; nay robes of Tyrian blue, 
Color of the clear sky, fall from the clasp 
Of price, gleaming on one bare shoulder white, 
Beneath the careless strings of night-black hair. 
The golden lyre trembles 'neath my hand 
So soon to free its prisoned soul, to strike 
Its highest chords. Ye, in your places there! 
Arising, tier on tier before my eyes: 
Ye human faces, I have loved, and toiled 
And anguished for--and triumphed! ah! too 
loved ! 
Too dear, with raptured eyes! Ye throbbing 
breasts! 



Prolcg'ue. 2 

And eager hands, half strelched to grant the 
prize, 
The rods of lilies, tremulous, dewy-lresh 
With sparkling drops. Above is the blue sky, 
Empty, save for the sudden crane-flight, with 
Its clav.gor, from the marshes and the sea 
Lipping and whispering on the shining shore, 
'Mid shell, and spangle, and strange water-lives. 
O heaven and earth meet in this life! Look, still-- 
Turn not your eyes away, because nay breast 
Bursts with its sighs of hope and longing! bend 
Still on me all tile love and praise ye speak 
Silently; while I wake tile lyre's strings; 
My heart aflame with rapture! Hear me! This 
Hour is immortal, and we cannot change! 
One touch of showery, pearly noteslisten! 



22 Psyche. 

PSYCIiE. 

0 butterfly, darting froln sweet to sweet, 
On glittering, rainbow wings! when hushed and 
dark, 
All the dim season, shut in still retreat, 
Swathed like some mummied, Eastern king, didst 
harl 
To sounds beyond ? hadst stilI a hope? didst see, 
In dreams, blue skies, fresh flowers, and bloomy 
lea? 

E'en so, my soul! at times a blinding ray 
Streams thro.ugh wide doors upon thy mortal 
walls ; 
And gleams o.f 'ICeaven shine upon thy way; 
A visionary glory on earth falls! 
And like the humble pris'ner, thy thought sings! 
And dreams of Paradise, and dazzling wings! 



Love nd Youth. 

LOVE AND YOUTH. 

Vines robed it, with a tremulous, flickering 
green ; 
It stood o'erftowered with the rose between 
The sprays where oft a bird hung, xvith a note 
To which the mild sky, with one star afloat, 
Listenedthe xvall where we were used to meet, 
And talk, when May and Love and Youth vcre 
sweet! 
13ursting in blossom! Could dumb stone feel 
pride 
At your white hanoi upon it ? thrill, beside, 
Under your heart beats? for the birds knew! 
each, 
\Varbling and wooing, matched your tender 
speech 



24 Love and Youth. 

Bird-pipe and love-note to my soul! Still sing 
They 'mid their balmy boughs and blossoming; 
And stands the old wall, dream-like, 'lcath sprays 
tost 
To breeze and sunlight---only we are lost! 



25 

SLEEP. 

Soft fall upon mine eyelids, gentle Sleep, 
Like rain of roses! though I wake to weep, 
(uiet nay heart! 

Bring on thy wings that peace that day denies, 
The dewy hahn that with the morrow flies; 
And then depart! 

Love hath its own sweet joy and dear deliglt" 
And Thought its aery blisses, fancy liglt! 
Dearer thou art ! 
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PROMETIIEUS. 

The Gods, above, within their shining fields 
A sheet of trembling blossom to the marge 
Of heaven's brooks gleaming beneath fruit trees; 
'Mid song and glow and fragrance of the rose, 
Stretched in Elysian ease, regard this world: 
Create and mar, at will; lift to their love 
Some dazzled and adoring shepherd prince! 
Seat him in power above the island kings" 
Till wanton falls he, in the lust of eye, 
Ruling his golden court; forgets the dues, 
The amber wine, and precious gums, lilies, 
Or dewy herbs, or sacred sacrifice 
Of the white oxen ot the lowing herd, 
Allotted the Divinities supreme. 
Then fall the thunderbolts from flashing 
heaven, 



Prometheus. 27 

Upon the race. Their children innocent, 
For ages, to vengeance are sacrificed! 
But I who love m.en only! love to death! 
I brave ye, oh, Olympians! and will leave 
This quiet vale of myrtles, and the fields 
Familiar, this sweet, still, pastoral life, 
The home, and household love, harvest, and 
spring 
With murmuring bees, and bahny breath of buds, 
To struggle with ye for this race I love! 
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THE FIRST KISS. 

All through the fragrant evening ran a sound, 
A piping shrill and lone, the meek complaint 
Of some warm-breasted bird left desolate! 
And hearing, soft we parted the vhite boughs, 
Beneath a show'r of brittle, snowy leaves, 
And found, within, a little, empty nest 
Wrought fine and fair, and varm as a true heart 
For sheltering Love" her balmy cheek near mine" 
And frequent came that simple sound of grief" 
One wistful tear fell, and her bosom heaved! 
We turned amid the blossoms, dewy-sweet-- 
And with a toucia, eyes fell, and our lips met! 



The Sleeping Beauty. 

Wooing the wind with lovely mirtl; 
Now close ,each leaf is prest! 
No more doth smile the rosy earth 
Since my love's gone to rest! 



B2 An Antiqte Gem. 

AN ANTIQUE GEM. 
Borne swiftly by the dazzling chariot wheels, 
Her out blown hair starred with bright buds, her 
arms 
Half loosened from her fragrant spoil of flowers 
e'w opened 'neath the honeyed dews, star-bright 
In her dark lover's arms, Persephone 
Shrinks frighted: all the glowing buds and bells 
Shut fast their golden eyes! their warm bloom 
pales, 
Beneath the shadow of the winged steeds! 
And runs a shudder through the flowery earth 
At sight of beauty on the breast of Dis! 



The Voyage. 35 

THE VOYAGE. 

I600. 

Set sail! and tempt the great deeps of the sea, 
Once more, friends of nay heart! where blossom- 
ing, 
In rosy waters, wild with tossing vine, 
With bud and golden fruit and lilies gemmed, 
With boughs hung with a rosy treasure, sward 
Set thick with flowers, and the fragrant air 
Flashing with wings, and sweet with gurgling 
songs 
From tiny throats, the Western Isles shine bright, 
Over the glittering sea, our course set! for 
The world is opening out before us, rise 
The shining heavens to a higher sphere! 
.And life is infinite! Here, ancient ways, 



LETHE. 
Shadowy, glimmering, 'mid pale .amaranths, 
The dim, mysterious stream went from its source, 
Deep in a sunless land, and to its side 
Pressed countless, pallid shapes. With hope, de- 
spair, 
And resignation meek, they stooped to drink 
Its mystic waters! when its bubbles touched 
The lip, they smiled in mute forgetfulness: 
And those who wept linger.edyet drank! 
Among 
Those faint shapes saw I, suddenly, her who 
Held my heart through all fires of anguish ; veiled 
Her brow and breast save where the golden 
locks 



Shone o;er one shoulder, on her passionate heart 
Lay lilies of white peace. She stooped---"O 
stay l" 
I criedm"Drink not, love! lo, miserable wet 
Ali's lostnlife, green fields of earth, sun and 
stars, 
And our far palace by the blue sea! naught 
Remains but lovenso we would have it, in 
Our pain and passion; and passed! in great light, 
And musicO the gods! the pitiless gods! 
Take not love, also! do not drink !" but she 
Came to my side. and kissed my brow, and 
called 
le by my name of past days, and raised to 
1VIy lips the cup--"Drink, love," she said---her 
voice 
lade melody to my soul as of old: 
Her eyes were veiled--"Drink !" "Do ye wish it, 
then ?" 
I cried, "Francesca, do ye wish it?" Sighs 
Shook the gale lilies at her breast: once more 
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IN SILENT NIGHT. 

In silent night, the rose her glowing head 
Bows shadowy, and one lost pearl falls bright 
From 'midst her radiant 1.eaves! The bulbul, 
led 
By love, sings to her hushed heart his delight. 
The winds .breathe soft; their gentle murmurs 
fail : 
She hears and dreams, under her shining veil; 
And 'neath his" love. she dawns, in answering 
light 
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IRENE. 

With rose-carnations breathing on the air 
The spices of the East, of bowers fair 
Where walked the Sultan's daughter, golden- 
veiled ; 
With milk-white lilies ; roses whose sweets failed, 
Two days blown; with a silver, bubbling stream 
Winding, 'midst reed and iris, its bright gleam; 
Her perfumed garden blooms. The wicket wide 
Opes; but she walks not 'mid the lilies' pride! 
Yet she has left a glory on the grass: 
A beauty on the flowers that saw her pass, 
When, on the quiet eve, rose the first star 
Within the tranquil heaven blue and far! 



IV[ay Morning. 

MAY MORNING. 

Amid an ash-tree, bending o'er a stream, 
A little pool of quivering shade and gleam 
Half hidden by wild flowers, its vaters bright 
By the breeze blown in curling ripples light, 
While ruddy leaves which from the rose-tree 
fall 
Drifted adown its shallows; a sweet call 
I heard, a sudden cry, a sylvan note! 
A jocund voice upon the breeze afloat! 

No sweeter note of gladness have I heard 
E'en when with warbling rapture of each bird 
Rejoiced the golden hours of infancy; 
When daxvned the day in splendor, sympathy 
With every flower that trembled on the green: 
And this chance music of a joy unseen 
Mingling Delight with shadowy Memory, 
Will live, fore'er, in pensive thought for me! 



Spring' Song,. 

SPRING SONG. 

Where boughs are glistening and white 
With dewy buds, and banks are bright 
With violets, a little spring 
Glasses green rushes, and bird wing 
That dips its silver breast and clear--- 
With rosy hours, awakes the year! 

Swallow! from blue seas, sunset-springs, 
Flying this way! pear blossom flings 
Wide star rays white; and orchard trees 
Dream of small nests, swung by the breeze. 
Thrush-note, and fairy pipe, and bee 
Murmuring a quiet melody! 



46 Earth's Mysteries. 

EARTH'S MYSTERIES. 

There is a flo.w'r I love, I know not why! 
It springs when May slides, with a balmy show'r 
Of sweet buds, from a rosy cloud to earth, 
With sfar of eve and rose a.nd butterfly; 
And yearning tears oppress me when that flow'r 
Starts from the dewy sod, a lovely birth! 

Could I tell where the rose of yestermorn 
Now blooms, where are thy kisses and thy 
tears, 
Whither the splendor-winged Hours fly, 
Then not unmindful I should cherish on 
That flow'r that under windless skies appears, 
The little flow'r I love, I know not why! 



Song. 47 

SONG. 

Love, honeyed rose, the breathing flower for all! 
But for me my tears, at h,er knees! the bee 
May find a ruby cup, a dazzling breast, 
To hover o'er, vhich the rapt bird sings to--for 
me 
The heart never to be possessed! the cold, sweet 
eyes ! 
The moonlight beauty, passionless o'er my sighs! 



48 An Apparition. 

AN APPARITION. 

Alone, beside the dying fire, I sat: 
Wind, rain without--hunger and cold within! 
When she came knocking--"Who is there?" I 
cried. 
"Do you not know !" she answered, and came in, 
And knelt beside me, with my hands in hers, 
-H'id in her beauteous hair; and then I knew 
Where'er she came from, what strange, faery 
land, 
Beside a haunting sea, she loved me! could 
Not ret from me! but came gliding back just 
To see what sorrow now I suffer, draw 
My head within her arms, or kiss the new 
Scar on my browshe loved me so! The fire 
Falls, raves the wind without, I sit alone" 
And she s queening it, at some court-feast, 



Like buds of blush rose,, and made melody 
Strange, weird, bewildering! a trembling strain 
That hushed breeze, bird and leaf; and filled the 
wood 
With dim enchantments! golden hzes! So, 
Piping, she went" nd slowly from the shades, 
With laggard paw, and crouching bck, nd dim 
Ey.es wistful on her face, a wizard rout 
Snouted, tusked, bestiM! brutes, yet men in love 
For their enchantress mistress came, strange 
shapes! 
And grovelled at her feet:the while she played, 
Happy in poxver and charms! nd longing" for 
The hour when she would snare Ulysses, in 
Her toils o magic, and of loveliness! 



52 ong. 

SONG. 

Ah, why should sorrow linger in the rose? 
Beam with the first star in the sapphire sky ? 
Dwell in the sparkling glance of her we love ? 
Ah, why should we be born to weep, to die? 

True, heaven were best, but earth is flushed with 
June : 
We lovebut soon to death we, restless, turn: 
The flowering sod, the crystal star on high--- 
We pluck the flow'r, 'fis ours! starward we 
yearn. 



I-Iyrnr to 

HYMN TO DIANA. 

Where art thou, Queen of the sky, 
Shepherdess of heavenly flocks 
Wand'ring aery lilies by? 
Dost, with amber, floating locks 
Dripping from the crystal pool, 
Thy white limbs, immortal, cool 
In the rippling waters, 'mid 
Woodland nymphs, in forest hid: 
In the brakes where buds the rose, 
And the doves of Aphrodite 
Wing through branches gnarled, where grows 
Ivy tendril, spring the bright 
Lilies, rai,-washed; while serene 
Light vaunts Deity, unseen? 



Orion, 

ORION. 

When Morning oped her gates of pearl, and 
sholle, 
In tremulous and growing splendor, o'er 
The dawning east, and dewy earth, the sheets 
Of lily and the fields of daffodil, 
Green hills, and flower-sweet meads, and choirs 
of birds, 
XVith music of the morning star and May; 
Looming against the misty, purple hills, 
Orion rose and journeyed towards the sun. 
Blind groping, stood he, with his feet in flowers, 
The mealy gold of meadow blooms, his brows 
Against the spangled east; and listened to 
A thrush that 'mid the valley lilies sent 
Its sweet morn music up to the clear sky. 



56 Oon. 

The mighty bow swayed from his listless hand" 
His giant shadow hung on the bright grass" 
And slow his stumbling steps went towards the 
east 
Over the dark earth, where Apollo soon 
Would climb the golden pathways of the dawn, 
'Mid song and worship and fore-running light. 



Whither Flies My Heart ? 57 

WH'ITHER FLIES MY HEART? 

h, whither flies my heart ? I see again 
The stream, the hill, the flowering garden trees! 
And in the silence, some enchanted bird 
Sings--her small, sheltered cottage see Iuthen 
Comes the soft music of the sighing breeze. 
No longer may her gentle voice be heard: 
Her bow'rs are emptymand she dwells apart! 
h, whither flies my heart ? 

Ah, whither flies my heart? the nightingale, 
Each spirit of the spring, seeks its sweet mate 
Upon the golden, visionary earth 
Of dreamsmwith May, I linger in her vale, 
But fields, and wood, and green are desolate! 
No more for me triumphal love or mirth! 
They've borne my love to foreign lands apart! 
Ah, whither flies my heart ? 



5 Epilogue. 

EPILOGUE. 

'Tis ended! they lie dead there, side by side! 
His arm thrown o'er her head, whose great, gold 
locks 
Hang, hide their faces from mine eyes. Now, 
may 
I free her from his languid clasp--embrace 
Her necktrembling to touch its snow! and kiss 
The rose-like lips, so flower-soft: may possess 
Her dead, who loved me notne.ver was mine! 
Lift the white lids, and wonder at the blue 
Heaven, shrouded from the light; and gather up, 
With tender hands, this fragrant, glittering 
flood, 
Her hair--for they lie dead, there, in their love! 
And I live who have seen this hour advance, 
Slow, step by step, with shrouded eyes, until 
Its footfalls echoed, hollow, on our hearts. 



Epilogue. 59 

So pure, so childlike in her sleep! Sinned they? 
Was the fault mine ? or in this death-blind house, 
Walks Fate, gigantic, awful? Had I died, 
Who had not love or youth; and left the sun 
To them--were it well? Vengeance, tastes it 
sweet ? 
Beholding their white faces whom I loved? 
At least, they are at peace! for e'en 'mid death 
I see the hues of sorrow on her cheek, 
'Neath her shut eyes:and brother-like, he loved 
Me, ere he fell; knighted and given to God. 
Bring torches! lift them up, and bear them hence 
To the dim choir, where the sunlight falls 
In silver beams, the silence breathes of prayer, 
And the great angels burn, in glittering rows! 
Massed, breaking from the shadow, in gold 
light. 
Cover the lovers with pale rose drift: lay 
Them side by side; and leave them there, with 
God. 
Tread softly! for they lie as if asleep! 
-.., 



SONG. 

Lute strings, and rose, and blue sky o'er! 
In fifty years could we love more? 
Is't ay. or no ? 

A, star that bends, the mere above! 
What is our life worth without love? 
Wilt let love go ? 

A bee that seeks the rose in flower ! 
And life is love, and love an hour 
Of Heaven, below l 



'ALLEGORY. 

A lonely sea, my soul! 
Land-locked 'mid mountains high: 
Abysmal depths that roll 
O'er gold and pearl--the sky 
Far, clear above" a voice 
When the waves plunge: but deep, 
Silent, serene as sleep! 
A lonely sea, my soul! 

Thy love, a torrent bright, 
A glittering, rainbow stream, 
Down the white rocks takes flight; 
With pearly foam, and gleam, 
Falls to the silent wave 
That breaks in diamond light, 
From out the winter night-- 
,.The lonely sea., my soul! 



62 Helen. 

HELEN. 

Across white seas, with storm and sweep of 
sails, 
Men bore me, from flowery Ionian vales, 
To towered Troy; and my great-beauty fell 
Like sunlight, dazzling, blinding, o'er their eyes,. 
In my youth, honey-sweet! Most beautiful, 
Most hapless I! for now the clash of spears, 
The hollow, brazen echoes of wild war 
Roll o'er the plains, and stately walls of Troy! 
The Gods take part in the hot struggle! men 
And hero.es perish, for my beauty's blight! 
And like the shrieking of storm driv'n sea-birds, 
Far, warning voices clamor over Troy! 
Hear thou, O Goddess who did'st make me prize 
To golden Paris, never let me see 



Again him whose unsullied hearth I left 
To desolation" nor the faces loved 
Of that fair, noble kindred I have lost, 
Whate'er betide my beauty and my woe! 



66 Wild Roses Cradle Soft the Golden Bees. 

WILD ROSES CRADLE SOFT "lHi 
GOLDEN BEES. 

Wild roses cradle so.ft the golden bees, 
Or daisies, silver cups of dew, or blooms, 
Bright blossoms of the fragrant orchard trees, 
Or lily, where in perfumed, starry glooms, 
The imprisoned wings, streakfid with gold, may 
gleam. 

For orient pearls, and rosy, secret bowers, 
Murmur the banded lutanists, with sound 
As of soft rain on grass and joyous flowers! 
Of whispering winds, or dreaming seas pro. 
found, 
Or falling fountains, in a crystal stream! 



Th Last Conqueror. 

THE LAST CONQUEROR. 

All nay life long, I kllcW I lnust confront 
Him--but I never dreamed the hour so near! 
Beneath the golden sky, and orchard boughs 
Faint blossom flushed and musical with wings-- 
When life, a stream, slipped down, a silver line, 
Past reed, and flag, and lily clear as air, 
Leaves crystalline, out, with a sudden foam, 
From the blue pebbles to the river's rush! 
The sea seen, far off, with its whitening sails, 
Its foam crests rushing in to flowery isles, 
Enchanted, on its breast. I never thought 
That, sudden, wild the trumpets would ring 
forth! 
Would ope the empty, ringing lists! and in 
A misty dream, I should be set to meet-- 
No paladin, or shining knightmbut him 



The Last Conqueror. 

The horror of whose name the lightest shakes: 
The echoes of vhose footfalls chill the heartN 
The Giant. Now, at last, 'tis to be done! 
No fainting! no wild outcrymif you will 
Clutch one gold bough to bear awaymbut turn! 
For he waits not for seeking: he is here! 
Here--and the sky is gone, and earth is lost, 
.And the fierce trumpet blasts, and shrieks the 
wind, 
And all his mighty coming through the earth 
Resounds--his great arm rearsmnow, struggle 
Now, Tancred. pay the earth for all the bliss 
Hoarded and spent on thee: the battle comes! 
ttold fastmand nleet him--and be overthrown! 
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.Songs of the Forest. 

II. 

Now all the budded woods are green, 
And the deep, windy east flames bright, 
And buds in mossy ways are seen, 
Bright leaves, and lily cups of light! 
Pearled wind-flowers 'mid the grass are set, 
'Neath white boughs springs the violet. 

Now flowers every sunny lea, 
And wild notes greet the dawning blue, 
From dewy sod and bright fruit-tree; 
And blossoms trembling joy anew, 
With azure leaf and bahny breath 
It starts from sleep, and the year's death. 

III. 

Lo! the light shoots fn the east! 
And the dawn breaks cold and clear: 
O'er the misty, sparkling hills 
The sun's blushing beams appear. 



72 The Question. 

THE QUESTION. 
When ladies bright shall tempt thee with their 
smiles, 
Their silver brows, sweet speech, and lovely 
wiles, 
Wilt thou muse: "Dearer far to me her look 
When she is silent: as a running brook 
In mossy ways, her still voice: and her eyes 
Downcast, and blush, and virgin fear, I prize 
More than rose-lips, or glance of sunny eyes ?" 
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MAY. 

Grass-green and flashing blue of May, 
With leafage, rose-bloom, ferny spray: 
A bowe safe to meet together, 
Thick, green and flov'r flushed by the weather: 
Sunshine that, splendid, floats above 
The budding flowersthy smile, Love! 



 Son or llsic. 

SONG FOR MUSIC. 

Come to me in my dreams! 
Ah Love! the day is long 
That with sweet buds, perfume, and the wren's 
song, 
Dawns glimmering at the lattice! sinks to rest 
Dim, silent, starry, in the rosy .vest! 
Come to me n my dreams! 

Come to me in my dreams! 
I may not love thee! fear 
To meet thine eyes as in a mirror clear, 
In faery thought--but longing grows to pain 
To touch thy treasured hand! greet thee again! 
Come to me in my dreams! 



7 A Thou.hu 

THOUGHT. 

Flow'rs, music are the slaves of Memory: 
And with a scent, a tone, they will set free 
Thoughts, too swift for slow speech, that like a 
flower 
Fall at a touch! from rose-crown of the Hour! 



78 

Orpheus and E.rydlce. 

That with the melancholy chords of earth 
Resounded; and the singer paused aghast, 
With fainting heart. Then soft and low, he 
played 
A melody as waters whispering 'mid 
The standing sedges in a pool, and sang-- 
With pauses sweet! of distant earth, of homes, 
And h.earth-fires, and the fields of happy men, 
The swallow in the eaves, the spongy meads 
Eyed with sweet blooms, and blowing winds of 
spring, 
Of golden harvests, and sweet slumber lulled 
By murmuring bees, and winds, and shepherd's 
pipe, 
And all the happy music of the vales, 
Of simple life, and joys inherited, 
And humble beauty 'neath the evening star. 
So sang he; and a silence fell on all! 
On those who wailed, and on the fearful sha.pes 
Of woe and horror: and the. breathing dawn, 
With pipe of birds, and rustling of green leaves, 



Dream. 

A DREAM. 

I had a dream of roses, and of buds 
Of April, honey-sweet, of hyacintti, 
Of trembling bells, of lilies in whose plintti 
The bee Irides, pastoral daisies, field stars sweet! 
O'er which hover clear dews, and gold wings 
fleet ! 
 dream of meadows fair as Paradise! 
Windless, and blossoming with flowery eyes! 



84 Bird-Flight. 

BIRD-FLIGHT. 

First fled the swallow, Youth, that wings away 
With budding rose, and halcyon hours of May: 
Then Love, the enamored nightingale that sings, 
In myrtle bower enchanted: then fleet wings, 
A sky of daffodil, and Hope had flown: 
Last, chanting, the swan, Memory, had gone, 
Drifting down silent waters to the sea 
That rises and ends in a mystery! 



Singing. 

SINGING. 

My song, be like the violet 
That trembles bright 
Upon a nodding bank exhales 
Its perfume light! 

My song, be like the star that gleams 
In deepest blue, 
'Neath which the faint rose, odorous, glows 
In radiant hue! 

:My song, be like the mourning bird, 
That with its love 
O'erflows " lush boughs," with couplets sot 
.As voice of dove! 
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The Shepherd. 

II. 

SUNSET. 

The sun goes down, far in the west, 
And leaves woodland and vale to rest: 
Thou weary heart, what tears are thine? 
'Mid glittering mists, and the clouds' shine, 
The sun goes down! 

III. 

NYMPHS AND SWAINS. 

By the streams, in meadows fair, 
Did I meet my love a-playing! 
In the spring, when lovers young 
'Mid the green wheat fields were straying! 
Pipe, sweet shepherd! life's a pearl 
Trembles for a lovely hour 
On the leaves of summer's flower--- 
Vanishes then, us betraying! 
While our hearts with Love are maying! 



Their voices faint drifting with fragrant winds, 
Seaward; as under star, and leaf, and fruit 
Golden upon the bough, they guarded safe 
The magic tree, from root to bowery head. 



The Robin. 
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That finds fair thoughts in every flower, heard 
Thy friendly voice, and gave to thee a heart 
Of heavenly true love unto mortals, whence 
Flowed pity, woe, mysterious reverence! 



Perdita. 
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PERDITA. 

With faintest sunlights in thy hair 
Of gossamer gold, and still, blue eyes, 
Thou comest when the moon is old, 
And thickest dark obscures the skies. 

Thou lookest on me, and thine eyes 
Are still and soft and dewy-clear: 
Thy footsteps echo, angel-wise, 
Upon my memory's shadowy stair. 

Until the Past awakes, and rings 
With sunken faery bells again: 
The fount of youth enchanted springs: 
And nightingales sing in my brain. 



00 Dtem. 

DREAMS. 

One lonely bird that sings the rose, 
A heaven of stars, a bee-like throng, 
A breeze that o'er the lilies blows 
And wakes them with its swaying long-- 
Is it dawn? or a vision of the night? 
I cannot see for orchard blossoms bright 
Fluttering before mine eyes l Heart, is it dawn? 

II. 

Let me dream. 
Is it true I may search the world, nor find--- 
Wake, hopeful, with blue skies of dawn, grope, 
blind, 
At night--her that stood here but yesterday? 
Let me dream! 



Let me dreamt. 
I may find, say you? turf witli daisies white-- 
Nay, but she glides in to me with the night; 
And with the birth ot dawn she steals away-- 
Let me dream I 

III. 

Green branch that thrusts its buds against the 
blue 
Roof o'er us; moss banks violet wove, anew, 
By spring; thy vesture all of flowers; day 
Astir in the dim tracks and greenwood way: 

The forest creatures near--the world afar! 
Rich purple--silken silence--and a star 
In heavens blue, Love o'er us! Men are gone ? 
Look down, my soul l through life and death, 
look on I 



I04 Jacob at P, niL 
"Thou hast prevailed, 0 mighty heart: loose 
me- 
For the dawn comes." Yet Israel eHe., 
Amid the weariness and grief of strife, 
"Thy blessing, Lord !" and o'er his bowed liead 
lay 
The haven of vast wings; and on his soul. 



May and Love. 

MAY AND LOVE. 

In spring, with breath of violets, 
My hopes bright blossomed, in mild zir, 
'Neath rosy cloud, and fragrant dew, 
Soft sky, and sunny radiance fair l 

Now blow the winds through dreamy woods, 
And dim the cloudy, sunless sky; 
And with the withered leaves of spring 
My hopes drift from the bough to diet 



PANDORT. 

With fearful wonder, raises she the lid, 
And through the sunny air, o'er her curled liead 
With violet and crocus garlanded, 
As light as mazy rings of butterflies 
The gifts and blessings to mankind flutter 
On rosy, quivering wings; and vanish, bright, 
Above the reach of empty, longing tiands! 
But on the fairest shuts the prisoning lid, 
As with divine regret, and loly fear, 
Pandora gains for earth the struggling tiope! 
To work with hope--sweet task! golden con- 
tent ! 
But, kindly Gods, no gift gave ye to tliose 
Who, hopeless, toil! Then grant tliem, 0 Im- 
mortals, 



Pandora. 07 

Your dauntless mind, and steadfast, heaven-born 
courage, 
To live on the dark earth as ye live in 
Celestial, glittering halls of bright Olympus! 



Loves o[ the Gods. 

LOVES OF THE GODS. 

Look from thy beaming sky, 0 Phoebus! now 
While thy wild steeds advance, thy glorious 
brow 
Shines on the budding fields of earth. Hast 
seen 
'Mid all fond looks, of birds in bowers green, 
Flower face, and mortal eyes, this heart of light 
Enchanted! passionate, sun-like flower bright 
That, constant, turns to thee its shining head, 
Till all thy rosy, ebbing glow is fled; 
Up to thee spreading each bright, restless leaf, 
With virgin mind bending 'neath tender grief? 
O wanderer of the skies! O singer sweet 
To festal harpings clear for flying feet, 



0 Loves o the God. 

Of liquid chords, and lovely poesy 
Honey sweet, joyous sounds, and revelry" 
0 Child of Heaven! beautiful and wise 
With occult knowledge t Harkener of sighs 
Of souls foreboding! Lord, thy heavenly art 
Once more, hath drawn to thee a virgin heart! 
Look dwn, gold-quivered son of supreme Jove, 
To the dark earth, where shines a humble love. 
II. 
In yellow skies fair Hesper heralds night, 
O'er valleys low raining his lovely light, 
On fields, clear streams, arbors, and thickets 
wild 
Eyed with the sweetest flowers. With radiance 
mild 
Bright Phoebe rises. Her pale crescent gleams 
O'er the dim forest old--pensive, she dreams 
Its shadow that of Latmos; and its deeps 
The forest brakes where her Endymion sleeps, 
'Mid store of lilies, ever fair and young! 
To rest by feathered, warbling choirs sung! 



SONGS. 

Tears I weep that none may knowi! 
At the mountains gaze I ever, 
At the heights where lies the snow, 
Where my wandering feet roam never: 
Clouds glide, and the bird flies there: 
Radiant sunsets hover fair! 
Longing, gaze I from below, 
Tears I weep that none may know! 
Tears I weep! 
II. 

My heart was like the sun, 
When dreamed I that you loved me! 
My heart was like the sun, 



Songs. I l  
There springs the violet, in bourgeoning vaIe, 
And white flocks move, and gentle winds pre- 
vail, 
Within thy native land! 

In a dream, I saw a maiden 
By a fountain bright 
That flowed, sparkling, 'neath boughs laden, 
Magic leaves, milk-white- 
P.al.e her cheek, her eyes were wild! 
Yet on me, she gazed and smiled! 
In a dream. 

In a dream, I heard her sing 
Songs enchanting sweet l 
Combed she her locks, glittering 
Down to her light feet: 
Fairy of the fountain, she I 
And she lured my soul from me! 
In a dream. 



Songs. 

NIy little songs, return to met 
Wit}/doves' wings fluttering on my heart! 
Too long, I pine and sigh apart! 
.With faint notes of a fairy song, 
Forgotten, rising clearerthrong, 
On shining pinions, hither: tears 
.Well from my heart oppressed witli fears: 
y little songs, return! 

VII. 

0 nightingale ! 0 nightingale ! 
Deep in the dim woods dost ttiou sing; 
And streams of lucid melody 
:Up from thy sad breast spring! 

0 nightingale ! sweet nightingale ! 
In leafy covert dost thou mourn, 
:Till tade the star-flowers from the skies, 
Before the crystal dawn! 



VIII. 

Love sings among the roses! 
The silent moon above, 
The quiet flowers listen, 
nd dream and breathe of love: 
Love sings among the roses! 
Love sings among the roses! 
No rustle stirs the fields 
Fragrant with radiant blossoms ! 
My breast to deep joy yields! 
Love sings among the roses! 

In the clear water at your feet, 
There lies an image sweet! 
Some lovely water-nymph for ttiee 
Has left her pearls and foam of sea! 

ere, at your feet, sh,e weeps and sighs; 
White garlands blind her eyes" 



What dreams are on me glowing? 
My heart beats loud and fast! 
Wild melody is flowing 
From her lips! 0 at last, 
Let life and golden day go by--- 
I sink upon her breast to die! 



Elfin-Town.   9 

ELFIN-TOWN. 

Faint, elfin horns that herald magic day; 
A rosy dawn above a forest wild 
Dream haunted by the memory of a child; 
Rose lattices, white-glancing, aery towers 
Of wings of butterflies and silver showers; 
Walled gardens, blossom-flushed, fruit hung, 
with trees 
That spring to sound of faery melodies; 
Great flowers that glow and shine, a jewel bright 
In each heart, violet banks, and moth wings light; 
Birds on the glistening boughs; a flying mist 
Of rainbow gold, and green and amethyst, 
Like great wings, flashing o'er, of painted birds; 
Moonbeams, bee songs, strange trees, and magic 
words ; 
Soft tones that love, and yearn afar, and weep, 
With rippling, faery seas, and winds asleep! 



20 Bridal Song. 

BRIDAL SONG. 

Pluck daffodil, lily and violet blue, 
The pure rose brimming with the rain and dew! 
All vermeil buds and flowery sweets adorn 
Love's high festivity and happy morn! 
Sing, pretty choirs, that in each hedgerow green 
And fair branch gemmed with budding white, 
are seen! 
Thrush, linnet, blackbird pipe, in bushes gay, 
To welcome in the blushing bridal day! 
Rise, Phoebus, from the mist a.nd spangled blue 
Of dawn! ascend the crystal heavens anew! 
Haste, rosy Hours! and weave a garland bright 
With young Loves on the dial of their delight! 



|25 Phantom. 

PHANTOM. 

Beneath the white moon silvering the branch 
Of the wild rose-tree where a bird still sings; 
Where odors rise from flushing blooms tha: 
blanch 
In the pale beams; and the breeze, with light 
wings, 
Hovers o'er blossom'd banks; her ghost will 
walk, 
 faint mist 'gainst the splendor. Lovers met 
In the white May, will pause from gentle talk, 
Feeling dim sorrow, or the violet 
Sweeter in fragrancethat hour she is near; 
Returning to the bowers of the year. 



Jacob's Dream. !25 

JACOB'S DREAM. 

On the wide plain, beneath the vault of heaven 
Flashing with stars, he slept; where three dim 
palms 
Reared soft, o'er the white sands, against the 
sky. 
The winds were hushed; and every leaf was 
still ; 
And crouched the lion in the river's bed, 
The silver water-course parched by the drought, 
Amid its whispering reeds and water-plants, 
And small, eyed flowers blue as skies above: 
And lo! across the glittering march of stars, 
The serried ranks of planets burning red, 
Clear globes, and gleaming moons, and golden 
lights, 
A glorious vision dawned! The h.eavens oped, 



,ong. 7 

SONG. 

From my exceeding sorrow spring my songs! 
The wild swan his sweet notes, when death is 
nigh, 
Sends up from glittering waters to the sky, 
The while his white breast cleaves the rose 
flushed wave" 
The small bird sings her s.ecret nest to save" 
The sweetest songs in pensive splendor spring! 
When opes the soul its quivering, radiant wine,. 
From my exceeding sorrow spring nay songs! 

From my exceeding sorrow spring my songs! 
Sorrow that hath as subtle, fainting breath, 
As fading lilies, bowing to their death! 
Sorrow that makes an awful melody, 
Wild, manifold! as worlds' death-hymns may be! 



I38 

Of silver rain are made my hush&d strings, 
Past days, a flower's perfume that haunts and 
clings ! 
From my exceeding sorrow spring my songs l 



Fatima. 

FATIMA. 

Within a blossomy jasmine bower, 
My love has made her bed! 
Where far and near and overhead 
Nightingales sing, and like a flower 
A rosy star swims, glitters bright 
Within the river light. 

On buds and balmy flowers she lies; 
The warm and silent night, 
With floating cloud and amber light, 
Has closed in fragrant sleep her eyes! 
Nightingales sing, far, near, o'erhead, 
Where my love makes her bed! 



Death. 

Not unknown, unannounced, comest, 0 Death! 
That 1.ast clay, when upon th.e shaking stair 
Thy foot will sound; and with my latest breath, 
I shall arise, and falter, groping, where 
My friend vill stand--and fall upon thy breast! 
Thou vilt strike silence through the fiendish 
rage 
Of hatred and of evil. I shall rest 
Who tire of all things! sky and s.ea! shall wage 
No further battle--and I think that so, 
Within thine arms, thy healing kiss will ope 
My eyes; and I shall see there, in a rosy, 
No angels! but the friends I lost, and hope 



Death. I  1 

Not to behold againRoland, Conrad, 
And Balthazaray, I shall see them all! 
Frank faces, helmed and glitt'ring brows, and 
glad, 
Blue eyes bent on me: and ere my lids fall, 
Her who died for meLeonora, here! 
The closelier to my friend I shall feel prest 
Then once more night, and tapers' flame, and 
drear 
Mutter of shriving prieststhen, Iteart, thy 
breast ! 



PSYCHE. 

So lovely is the waking day, 
With buds, and blossoms, dew-drops of May! 
So fair is love! and blissful the delight 
Of winds and waves mad cloudless heavens 
bright! 
Y.et all suffice not the fond soul that wings 
Above the sweet content of earthly things: 
And higher still its rising ho,es aspire, 
Like streaming stars that fill the heavens with 
fire. 



Prometheus. 

O thou belov6d, 'mid thy torture! rest, 
As on the patient earth's green breast! Thy love 
tIath raised men from he earth to heaven: their 
souls 
Rejoice and bless thee! Rest, O suffering one! 
Beneath our gleaming wings spread o'er thy 
head ! 

19rolnclheus :. 

Below in orient, dewy fields of earth, 
Men toil and sleep: above their misty dreams, 
The Gods, within their golden, gleaming halls, 
Smile o'er ea'th's valleys lowmbut these racked 
limbs, 
That may not find rest 'neath the springing 
grass, 
Or shut in brazen urn; with icy sleet, 
Keen frost, with snow, and beating storm, and 
wind, 
Are fired through with fierce pain! beneath the 



150 Prometheus. 

Of him born of my fertile bosom, loved 
Of Earth, the Titan. O let me no more 
Those fearful murmurs hearken from 
aeights, 
The solitary mountains! keener grows 
The ancient pain of Earth! 

the 

SONG OF SPIRITS. 

Clear moon, that gazest on the sleeping earth! 
Fair visions seest of woods, crystal dews 
On new-sprung flowers, rivers, seas, and birth 
Of living, radiant fountains, faint mists whose 
White skirts thy keen rain pierces, isles of light, 
And dreaming beauty, 'mid the forests wild, 
Boughs laden with gold orbs, and blossoms 
bright 
Leaf-folded, streams where lilies lift their mild 
Light, pastoral fields, and cities, 'neath thy 
sphere 
Ships on their lonely way! thou radiance high 
And fair! the harmonies of earth dost hear; 



Prometheus. 5 

Fbe aery echoes of the unfathomed sky; 
And solemn sound that down the heavens rings, 
From glittering spheres, and rush of mighty 
wings ! 



IANTHE'S SONG. 

The nightingale, beneath the moon 
That floods with splendor all the quiet vales, 
Spends in sweet melody his passionate sighs! 
What joy is his! under the golden skies, 
To sing his love, that dreams and dares and fails! 
What love is his that breaks his heart 
With music ? woos he some spirit of night ? 
Deep-hearted rose? or pearled lily born 
With the soft radiance of the silent morn, 
Dew-gemmed, with aery leaves of delicate light ? 
The nightingale in melody 
Pours forth his raptured heart! O still thy 
strain, 
Sweet spirit! or teach me thy minstrelsy, 
Thy passion musical, that Love may be 
A listener to my ecstasy and pain! 



ANDROMEDA. 

Up from the lucent wave and sea-foam, rose 
A blunt 'head, hideous, gold-gleaming through 
The pale-green billow: shone one fiery eye 
Upon the maiden's shrinking beauty hung, 
I-relpless, on the white rock above the deep, 
Sea-swept, and down-drawn by the swirling 
surge ; 
Her shuddering, trembling body, starting eyes, 
.And piteous mouth agape in palsied fear, 
Fronting the monster, lidless eyed. It rose, 
Lashing in diamond spray the ocean mist, 
With glossy coils and lambent track upon 
The deep; and oped its dragon jaws above 
Its prey:but ere it seized upon the maid--- 
Wrathful, the hero raised his dripping shield, 
Whereon Medusa's head, a horror hung, 



156 Song. 

SONG. 

Is i.t the lark that aings from golden fields, 
'Mid pearls of May, and buds of dawn? or 
yields 
His song unto the dreaming nightingale, 
When sinking from bright heaven, his sweet 
notes fail ? 
Hush, hush, nay soul! it is the lark! it is the 
lark! 

Is it the dawn shines on me, from the skies? 
Or Love, playing within her sacred eyes 
Waking from paly lids? where lilies Nov,-, 
Rose-buds bloom soft, amid her virgin snow! 
iush, hush, my heart! it is the dawn! it is the 
dawn ! 



Idyls. 

IDYLS. 
I. 
AGLAE. 
We spoke of Love, of memories, and flowers, 
The first lights of the sky: and at the word 
Others sighed, gently smiled, and spoke at large, 
Sw.eet thoughts and quiet fancies: but you 
hushed, 
You said no word; yet listening, I heard 
Sounds as of bees murmuring 'mid sweet flowers, 
Or humming of swift wings, or throb of strings! 
They were the awakened echoes of your heart! 

II. 

TREASURE-TROVE. 

From out the heaped wealth in your arms, you 

dropped 

One lucid blossom I reclaimed. You stopped; 
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With halting foot, swayed, gazing back on me-- 
Then, smiling, passed: a faint rose momently 
Stained your white neck, beneath its curls. This 
flower, 
That smile are mine from out your heart's rich 
dower! 

III. 

IN AFTER YEARS. 

Shaking the sparkling dew-drops from their 
locks, 
The rosy tIours circle my faint head" 
"Where are the roses once wreathed 'round your 
brows?" 
They ask. "Alas !" I answer. "Where is that 
Love, Dirce, that you deemed oblivion ne'er 
Should bear away, on slow, unresting stream ? 
It flows, unwearied, to the farther shore; 
And love and hope have gone down that din 
tide l" 



Lament. 

LAMENT. 

Through the dark night, my feet are led 
Towards thee! my heart yearns to thee! 
iX,fine eyes desire not--but thy face! 
0 hear me, for all hope has fled 
Since the great sun went down, and night 
Covers my head with darkness: grace 
I ask not, save near thee to die! 
To feel thy tears upon my face, 
\Vhen silence ends th,e heart's last sigh! 

light, 



Segfred in the Forest. 

SIEGFRIED IN THE FOREST. 

O'er the rims of the blue hills, passed the knights 
Into the forest old; where branches low 
Brushed lofty casque, and a stray sunbeam shone 
On glittering greaves, and silver bugle, hung 
From jeweled baldric. 'Neath their mailed feet, 
rose 
Faint perfume of bruised fern, and moss, and 
buds, 
Milk-white, sprung in the hidden forest brake; 
_And fluttered, to tree-tops, a dove; and through 
The arches dim, fled fast the timid deer, 
Breaking their woodland covert; with a glint 
Of golden horns: hushed was the rustling leaf 
Of mighty branching oak, and murmuring pine. 
Slow, passed they, bearing home the hero, slain! 



Love Doth Not Shine Through Tears 

LOVE DOTH NOT SHINE THROUGH 
TEARS ! 

Love doth not shine through tears! 
No part has it in leaden care, and fears! 
 breeze rocking the bees and blossoms, light 
Of Beauty's eyes, a winged spirit bright, 
The folding-star of dawn, an aery dream 
Lost with the bright morn's quivering, rosy 
gleam 
Is Love! too radiant, visionary fair! 
For numbing, 'human tears, earth-born despair l 



Calm, odorous; a faery blossom sprung 
By night--but O the strange and sad sound 
came 
From its vibrating leaves! with passionate moan 
Filling that chamber sweet! until awake 
The dreamer shuddered from her silent rest; 
And in the magic moonshine clasped it close, 
And sighed, and kissed its flower face, with fall 
Of ceaseless tears! its soft, mild light, profound, 
Shone on her tremulous beauty: its fair head 
Resting, star-bright, upon her frozen heart! 



$ .nkcn Chimer,. 

SUNKEN CHIMES. 

Soft, clear and slow t 
With mournful chitne, 
Up from sea-deeps, 
The pearl-strown caves 
Where dim light sleeps 
From emerald waves, 
Where no winds blow, 
Or glist'ning flow'r 
Springs, from the tow'r... 
Beneath the sea, 
Ring hauntingly 
The bells below--- 
Soft, clear and slow! 



Sunken Chlrr. 

,.The sea-nymphs lis[; 
nd rise, and 1,ean 
O'er the blue deep, 
The watery main, 
Where sword-fish leap; 
nd hover, fain, 
Up from the mist, 
To lure the white 
Sea-snake crowned bright! 
While far, far down, 
From the lost town 
The bells below, 
Ring soft and slow! 



LYRICS. 

Io 

What gifts are brought thee, Love? 
Pale roses, odorous boughs, 
Fi, eld flowers, golden harvestings, 
The hyacinth that early springs, 
Ay, and pomegranate breathing East, 
Wild honey from the Muses' feast, 
Myrtle and laurel, budding vine, 
The bramble-rose and sweet woodbine; 
These are thy gifts, Love! What do I 
Bring thee of beauty 'neath the sky? 
Alas! I bring my tears! 

What songs are brought thee, Love? 
Sweet piping from each down, 



The trembling, bridal melody 
Of merry wedding-minstrelsy, 
And songs of maytime blossoming, 
When lilies blow, and skylarks sing, 
When heavens ,are blue, and fields are gay, 
And bees among the blossoms stray; 
These are thy songs, Lo,e! What, with string 
Of viol, do I to thee bring? 
Alas, I bring my sighs! 

II. 

I saw where wrangling each with pettish cries, 
The infant Hope and Eros strove for thee" 
Alas! thine were Love's bow and golden arrows; 
Did'st turn thee from the other's prof4ered 
flowers. 
Thy frowns chid one babe into tears--still clung 
His rosy playmate to thy skirts, for through 
That harshness, shone thy beauty like the sun 
Emerging from the drops of crystal shower. 



Lyrics. 

III. 

Love haft/a need of e'en the smallest flower, 
Of bright blue skies, and breeze-blown dewy 
shower 
From gleaming clouds, and star of evening hour. 

It hath a need of memories and sighs, 
The old delight of cl,ildhoo-d's brooks and skies, 
And garden scent and bloom and butterflies. 

For Love will each pure floxver its star disclose, 
Each silver 4aisy turns a scented rose, 
In common paths th.e faery fern seed grows. 



THE COMBAT WITH THE DRAGON. 

(Hoic Po..) 



PERSONS. 

Sigurd, Olaf, Norse knights. 
Erica, a noble maiden. 
Helga, mother of Olaf. 
First t-Iuntsman, Necond Huntsman, Knights 
and Maidens. 
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Through armor and stout helm, and break the 
shaf 
Of lance as lightly as winds bend a reed! 
Conquering, it closes in its dread embrace-- 
Crushing all life; or hurling down the abyss--- 
Both steed and rider: and to its grim terror 
It adds the soft persuasion of a voice 
Of magical and dulcet pleading; tones 
Of the entreating child, or woman shriek 
Of pain and fear. It can discourse sweet music 
To thee who harken to its guile: a song 
Like that of the enchantress who o'er tide 
And running foam, beckons the mariner 
To her isle gemmed with bright buds, flush of 
tose, 
nd riot of gold blossom, bee haunted, 
And fragrant lily-cups. O terrible 
The struggle with this monster that the hero 
Prepares for, e'en now! 
Second Huntsman: 
Who is this great champion? 



The Combat With the Dragon. 

First Huntsman" 
Knight Olaf; who to save the blighted land, 
 virgin, pure and blameless, comes unto 
Our aid. 

econd Huntsman: 
God nerve his arm; and may the hosts 
That wait on noble deeds attend his way! 
Harken! what strange, far sound above 
heights ! 
Faint and yet clear! 

First Huntsman" 
The Dragon ! ah, the Dragon ! 
The hour approaches. 

ENTER OLAF. 

the 

(Exeunt.) 

"Olaf: Clothed all in purity and prayer, I come, 
Thou mighty foe! and this day that dawns clear 
Shall see thy death-fall. In my vigil, came 
A great voice o'erme, through the mighty dome, 
While incense floated in the tapers' glow, 



Combat With th, Dragon. 18S 

IIe must confront me: for no man shall live 
Who shames me with his nobleness. Shall I 
See him the slayer of that foe I shunned, 
In fear? Imboldest heart and whitest knight 
Of all the court! and watch his bridals with 
That loveliest of maidens, Erica, 
My long belovfid, whom, with patient service, 
I wooed to nay arms? Cursfid be the heart 
That failed! the arm that sank! when he ap- 
peared, 
Heaven-sent and shining in his youthful beauty, 
From far adventure in the magic East, 
XVhere the gold banner flies o'er milk-white 
sands ; 
_And reft my kingship o'er men from me! I 
Dared all trials, and knew not that I could falter! 
Ere that hour: but if he the Dragon slay, 
Great honor 'twere if I might o'ercome him, 
The conqueror. My glory I will wrest 
Back from him now, or die! (faint bugle blast, 
above). Harken, the challenge! 



-. 
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Issued from darknessand the struggle closed l 
Vainly I hurled the spear, and smote With blade 
A'gainst that lustrous harness, still unharmed; 
A/nd at each stroke with bellowing roar, it blew 
A vapor horrible about my head, 
Of sulphur fume, and poison virulent; 
And lashed its dread length o'.er me. Once, 
down-thrown, 
I iool.:ed for death! but struggled, seeking e'er 
The weak spot in that fearful, glittering mail; 
Weak with my hurts, and shadowed o'er with 
dread! 
At last, snapt lay the spear, and hacked the 
sword" 
I 'scaped the shock, and once more, onward 
rushed 
Felt o'er me close the dripping fangssprang 
back 
From out its clutchesslipped and fell! but saw 
That instant near me the throb of its heart, 
Amid the winding, twisting, countless folds; 
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To overthrow me who have won, and shine, 
Glitt'ring in fellowship of knights ? 
Sigurd" Dost hear 
The faint chant rises from th.e distant vale ? 
The noble maiden, Erica, wends hither: 
I-Iler maidens follow, 'mid the flowers and breeze, 
Shining o'er meads a-flame with colored buds 
A vision 'mid the rosy dawn and light. 
She leads, with holy care, thy mother here, 
To hail thee hero. Never will I see 
tier in thy arms! Flame from the ashes of 
My grey despair, I spring against thee! Gird 
Thee! arm and front me, Olaf, sword to sword! 
And let her wed the victor in the fight-- 
Strike! 
Ola[: So wilt make a foe of me who should 
:13e bound to thee with vows of brotherhood 
Closest and noblest, of pure faith---I close 
With thee ! 
(They fight. Sigurd falls.) 



The Combat With the Dragon. 

nd ghostly corridors, 'mid falling rain! 
I-Ie lives: and God gains glory through his life! 
His faithful knight. 

Erica" O Prince, thy prize am I, 
In thy great lists, awarded by the King: 
nd so thou boldest me, a simple maid, 
A boon worthy thy takingmI am thine, 
O Prince! 

'Ola[: Thy blessing, moth:er, on thy child! 
L.et thy love crown my quest; be greatest gain 
Of glory for the task completed, that 
Shall shine gold on the shield giv'n by the King: 
And live in .all high places, wh.en I die! 
In burning glory of the varrior-saints; 
In emblem and device; and songs of bards 
Recounting tales of knighthood. Lo, 'tis done! 

ENTER KNIGHTS. 

No more shall fear lurk in green field and mead, 
For shepherd, or the tiller of the soil; 
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Or forest pathways hold a fiercer prey 
Than the deer of the wild woods, and the deeps. 
The land is freed; and all the ways are clear 
From wood to s.ea; and cleansed tl:e fearful toils, 
O'er cloudy peaks with its enchantments hung, 
Where lay the monster grim! Knights, brother- 
hearts, 
Who hold my honor, yours, the deed is done! 
The quest completed! I have slain the Dragon! 

Knights (clashing their spears against 
shields) : Hail, Olaf, Olaf! hail! 

their 
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